TO   ELJLDKED]   R[EVETT]              355

While which t' adore th' amaz'd world cannot tell,          15

The sublime Urim or deep oracle.

Hark how the moving chords temper our brain,
As, when Apollo serenades the main.,
Old Ocean smoothes his sullen furrow'd front,
And nereids do glide soft measures on 't;                         20

Whilst th' air puts on its sleekest, smoothest face,
And each doth turn the other's looking-glass:
So by the sinewy lyre now strook we see
Into soft calms all storms of poesy,

And former thundering and lightning lines,                     25

And verse now in its native lustre shines.

How wert thou hid within thyself! how shut!
Thy precious Iliads lock'd up in a nut!
Not hearing of thee thou dost break out strong,
Invading forty thousand men in song;                            30

And we, secure in our thin empty heat,
Now find ourselves at once surpris'd and beat;
Whilst the most valiant of our wits now sue,
Fling down their arms, ask quarter too of you.

So cabin'd up in its disguis'd coarse rust,                    35

And scurf d all o'er with its unseemly crust,
The diamond, from midst the humbler stones
Sparkling, shoots forth the price of nations
Ye sage unriddlers of the stars, pray tell,
By what name shall I stamp my miracle?                       40

Thou strange inverted -^Eson, that leap'st o'er
From thy first infancy into fourscore,
That to thine own self hast the midwife play'd,
And from thy brain spring'st forth the heav'nly maid'
Thou staff of him bore him, that bore our sins,                 45

Which, but set down, to bloom and bear begins!
Thou rod of Aaron, with one motion hurl'd,
Budd'st a perfume of flowers through the world!
Thou strange calcined seeds within a glass,
Each species' idea spring'st as 'twas;                              50

Bright vestal flame, that, kindled but ev'n now,
For ever dost thy sacred fires throw!

Thus the repeated acts of Nestor's age,
That now had three times o'er outliv'd the stage,
And all those beams contracted into one,                        55

Alcides in his cradle hath outdone.

But all these flour'shing hues, with which I dye